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OLD POLICE TRAILS IN THE

3 UST a retired ‘bull,’ bred to the pava-
“ ments, keen for active service and
mighty lonesome for the old gang—
aye, even the old offenders, A pen-

sloved policeman’s a sad bird. That's me”
nhis from Francis Cadell, lately retired
after thirty-pight years' service on the New
York City police force. Cadell's intimates
have wondered at his prolonged absence from
ol haunts. Now the secret is out. I found
him going over a pile of nct_ebooks, each one
glled from cover to cover with referemces to
ns and events of a departed day. There
gre 400 of the little bogks. They date from

1881

«] don't know what T'll do with all this
supk,” remarked Cadell, whimsically. “May-
;:e 11l write my reminiscences., A wise doe-
sor once said that a man is only as old as he
feels,” he pursued. “If that's true I'm not
more than thirty, though my birth certificate
tells @ different tale. I'm in the prime of life,
Gust rampin’ wid bull mate,” as one of Mr.
Kipling’s heroes puts it, but off the roll call—
nat responsible to anybody except the missus,
God save her, for my comings and goings,
ym free to lie abed mornings, if I can, which
1 can't; free to do as I please theoretically,
tat actually—why, say, I'm a cop the same as
evel.

#My thoughts run back over the years. They
were filled with experiences, some pleasant,
many unpleasant, Scores of men and women
1 have known, classed as criminals, were
reglly victims of unfertunate association. Once
ugged, there was no use their trying to be
sraight. Tt is hard even now for a person
onee convicted to escape that stigma or live
it down. It used to be harder years ago.
Tower organizations worked for regeneration
of the fallen. The way was easy for crooks
who made themselves useful to politicians: re-
guiring dish st service,

“Many gloried in criminal cleverness. Those
vere professionals, They were all sorts—
[4wryers, docts writers, bankers, people who
sarted right, maybe, but picked the wrong
rad at a erossing and never found the way
nack—maybe they never tried to.

“One time, along about 1889, I almost
quit police work for opera. I had a barytone
wice and tock some training at the Mefropol-
ian College of Music. T was there with Frank
Tstter, son of Bishop Henry Codman Potter.
Jshop Potter zave me an autographed copy
of one of his books called ‘The Gates of the
fast’ I still have it.

“I sure did want to sing in opera,” grinned
#e ex-detective, “but my father, who was a
wliceman in New York twenty-six years, ad-
iiged me not to go rainbow chasing. Maybe the
nd man was right. I don't suppose Caruso’s

laurels would have been endangered. Just
e gama I once shook hands with Emma
Eameg gnd showed Mme. Melba and Jean de
Reuzke through the Tenderloin. Francis Wil-

san offered to try me out in ‘Erminie,” but
tiets the nearest I ever got to singing in
upeTa

“One of my earliest assignments was to get
liff Sanders, a coffee-colored erook who shot
d killed two patrolmen after a police parade,
difried to kill Captain ‘Lightning Charlie’
YDonald and Mac got him. Sanders was
mereting at the time in hotels, There had
t#n several vobberies of puocsts at the St.
Uenis Hotel, Eleventh Street and Broadway,
len & rezort of the fashionable,

“When Sanders tackled the St. Denis he
sade a mjstake because he attracted the at-
tention of 1 ctor Byrnes. The old man or-
dered him got ‘dead or alive) Staying at the
fiotel then, I recall, were Roscoe Conkling,
Thomas C. Platt, Silas Clayton, of President
Cleveland's gtafl’; Postmaster Cornelius Van
Cott, Mary Anderson, who socon afterward be-
vame Mre, Navarro; Lord St. Leonards, the
Marquis of Waterford and a lot more distin-
ruished men and women from the South.

“Sandere’s pang included some of the hand-
tomeat ‘yallor 5" that ever came out of the
Sjﬂﬂlk All were dangerous eriminals. Among
‘e Martin, confidence woman,
! m amd Paris record, known in
New York as ‘the Black Yenus,” though she
Was really olive, She i3 said to have posed
abroad as an € | princess. They ‘tabbed’

her it Seotiand rd as ‘Congo Clara.! The
Martin woman, with Nellie Curtin, alias
Texas Nell’

Munro, a star at the badger
fame—Sanders’s veputed wife; Dolly Palmer,
and last, but not least, Nellie Russell, known
by her whiks ry hotel man in New York,
Teaped a harvest in the Tenderloin.
"Thers are no colored crooks of their type
@ New York now. Nearly all these women
ad many more whose names have slipped my
Memory were licht skinned and handsome
to pose as Spanish or French. Many
ges of both those countries.
; rent, well dressed, capable of
mising in any gathering, and bold operators.
‘1 arrested Nellie Russell myself. That girl
culd strip a rounder of everything but his
tyelashes on  casnal acquaintance. Nellis
fometinies posed as a Spaniard. Again she'd
be ths Coun tess of Something. Speaking Span-
Ish and French fluently, she managed to break
Society now and then. After she got set
Ymebody’s jesels turned up missing. When we
beard the nevys it was usually after Nellie was
 ber way. 1 also picked up ‘Curly’ Wash-
~ gton, Sanders's particular pal, who shot a
¥oman associate, Within a few days ‘Brocky’
%1 fell into the toils, He, too, was known
three continents.
& St. Denis was a gay place those days.
old house still stands—remodeled now. I
¥a43 thinking the ofher day as I observed its
ed condition of a night when Miss An-
I O sang in the big ballroom for charity.
W5 on the door. Navarro was there, and 8o
s Mary's mother—a mighty nice lady, not
wd o speak civilly to an ordinary po-
R Everybody loved Mary, but Mary
' l;mi only Navarro, He lived at the Brevoort,
Avenue and Eighth Street. Miss An-
Would walk down there with her.mother
0ons to meet him. The three of them
b 0 riding together in Central Park-in a
ouche. - People ran after the carriage to
Mary, who bowed to them like a princess.
_ 2y 1 saw her riding with Navarro. He
e, Hing straight as a statue—sort of em-
I'.',,W_ at the demonstration, I guess. Mary

L. .

Inspector Willliams, a
leading man of the
‘““treat ’em rough”
school of police work,

turned to him and said some-
thing. He shook his head—
impatiently, it seemed to me
—but she kept at him until
he bowed, too. They were
treated just like royalty.

“One big scandal that
came up while Byrnes was
in office was the killing of
Jim Fiske by Edward Stoﬂes,
proprietor of the old Hoff-
man House. Fiske was a
fashionable rounder — what
vou'd call the “‘glass of fash-
ion and the mould of form”
—a man of the Ward Me-
Allister type, only he hadn’t
quite so much class as Me-
Allister. Stokes was said to
have been devoted to a wo-
man named Minnie Marsh-
field. Fiske was supposed
to have crossed his path in
an ‘affair’ that could only be
settled ‘as between gentle-
men." Stokes was the sur-
Vivor.

That killing caused more
talk than the killing of Stan-
ford White by Thaw later
on. Fiske had been popular

Nellie sometimes posed as a Spaniard.
Again she’d be the Countess of Sonie-
thing, speaking French fluently.

in a large circle. He was known from one
end of the country to the other. The Marsh-
fleld woman had & record that folks who had
made her acquaintance through Stokes would
not credit. Word was passed us that gunmen
were on Stokes’s trail, so we picked up a few
leaders, read them a chapter from the head-
quarters Rubaiyat and headed off another
killing.

One of Stokes’s peculiarities was keeping a
bodyguard always with him. Billy Edwards,
one-time lightweight champion who defeated
the original Jack Dempsey, was retained by
Stokes on salary. Edwards accompanied him
at all times, Stokes used to say that when
God made the world and said ‘Let there be
light’ the words expressed his full intention.
He said the Lord never meant to have any
night, but something went wrong with the
plans. Stokes never would sleep anywhere
unless lights were blazing. In his room at the
hotel he slept under two lighted chandeliers.

“No. 818" Broadway figured prominently
about this time. It was a gambling resort fre-
quented by wealthy and influential personages
—one of those gilded palaces brtht to 8

By Arthur James Pegler

climax of luxury later vu py Canfield. There
were soft carpets on the floors that felt like
velvet under foot, big mirrors and giass chan-
deliers with as many facets as diamonds, all
glittering and twinkling. I've heard men who
were fleeced there say it was the most fasei-
nating house they were ever in. Stakes were
high and every sort of game was played from
roulette to fan-tan.

“Political cliques were holder then than they
are now. I won't say politics isn't as crooked
as it was then, because some deals pulled off
here in the last few years make the boldest
efforts of that old gang resemble peanut
poker, but the old eld timers were more addict-

Captain Chapman, once “Czar of the
Tenderloin” and looking the part.

ed to direct action than are any present day
dictators,

“Newspapers still print stories about elec-
tion frauds every time there is an election. I
vionder where they would find type big enough
or black enough to feature such doings as were
cemmon when every stale beer dive in lower
town was full of repeaters, voting early and as
often as they could find polling places; when
gengs of crooks went the rounds, driving oppo-
sition voters away from the polls, slugging and
killing those who resisted. These operations
were directed by powerful cliques that couldn’t
be reached by ordinary processes. Police duty
was lively in those days. ;

“There were some wise birds around Tam-
many Hall when Croker was in his heyday.
Crok?r was Fire Commissioner when I joined
the force. Whatever they may say of him. he
sure had the gift or authority. The greatezt
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Then he

grin.

organizing he ever did, I suppose, was when he
elected Van Wyek as first Mayor of Greater
New York, in 1897,

“1 had one personal experience with Mr.
Croker. [ had been assigned to a Tammany
meeting, and was hustling the crowd that
blocked the street, The center of attraction
wus a thick-set man in a fur-collared over-
coat. He had the collar turned up aronnd
his face. 1 began slanging this fellow for
blecking the thoroughfare,

“!Iire a hall,’ I told him,
pliuce to be making speeches)

‘This isn't any

“fT did hire a hall,’ says the man, ‘but the
meeting's out and they won't let me go home.’
“Then he turned round and gave me that
comieal one-sided Croker grin. Lord! You

- could have had my job for a dime, but there®

wasen't any comeback, I cleared a lane for the
chief and he went on his way. I never heard
any more of the incident, though some of my
friends still kid me about ordering Croker to
move.

“Just about that time there was a big fuss
in theatrical cireles. Fanny Davenport was
appearing at Daly’s with Melbourne McDowell

it
[N

It wasn’t considered goed form to
rush a clubhouse full of millionaires.
The idea was to tip somebody off that
this or that feature of their program
was attracting too much attention.

as her leading man. Going into Niblo’s cne
day she encountered Mrs. McDowell and in-
formed the lady she intended taking McDowell
away from her.

Mrs. McDowell, whose stage name was Da-
vis, was singing with the William T. Carleton
Opera Company. She hecame excited and for
awhile it looked like a riot. Fannie made good
her word. Very soon after that McDowell
was playing Antony, to her Cleopatra. The

“Hire a hall,” |
told him. “T his ain’t
any place to be
making speeches.”
turned
around and gave
me that comical,
one-sided Croker
You could
have hed my job
for a dime.

s notebook repeoples them
dthestill

Inspector Byrnes,
whose name has
not been forgotten
at headquarters.

night of the fracas they had
sent for Augustin Daly to
pour oil on troubled waters.

“We had some wild wo-
men to deal with. There
was Nellie Dunn, who oper-
ated with a confidence man
named Arthur T. Slavin,
one of the smoothest of
them all, now dead. Mike
Lyons, of the Lyons res-
taurant in Broadway, was
an admirer of hers. I re-
member that Alec Williams,
police inspector of the 4th
Instrict, sent for Lyons and
told him that the Dunn wo-
man was a eriminal with a
record, but you cant do
anything with ’‘em when
they're that way. Nellie
‘nicked” Lyons for a hun-
dred thousand and that
closed him. He died soon
after.

“Dunn and Slavin were
members of a bad gang.
It included euch characr

ters as ‘Broken Nose Burke',

alias ‘Deafy,” whose real

name was Mike Cullen. He
and ‘Reddy the Blacksmith' were side part-
ners of ‘Dog Sharkey’, now doing a long
term., I mention these people because they
were concerned in a spectacular escape from
the Tombs of Sharkey, who was awaiting

trial, They accompanied Maggie Jordan, the
‘Madeap Mag’ of whom Gerald Fortesque
later wrote a novel under that title.

She went to the Tombs, changed clothes with
Sharkey in his cell and sent him out past the
guards dressed in her own.

“New York’s big men appreciated police ef-
ficieney back in the '80s and '90s. For in-
stance, after Inspector Murray of the 3d Dis-
trict rounded up the Astoria masked burglars
—a pang that robbed residences of the ultra-
111?1111,]1}' along Riverside Drive—the inspector
was invited to a testimonial dinner by leading
bankers. J. P. Morgan—the elder, of course—
Seligman, Schiff, Loeb and other millionaires
and multi-millionaires attended. They told
Murray what a great copper he was and pre-
sented him with a diamond star said to have
cost $2,000,

“Thal Astoria gpang was the worst we ever
had to contend with. Jerry McAuley, after-
ward reformed, and for many years head of
the McAuley Mission in lower town, was
leader of that outfit. His associates were
“Red” Leary, “Big Jim"” Casey, John and
Jimmy Hope, Bob Irying and Ed Casey. While
MeAuley was active head of the band a white-
handed boy by the name of Frank McCoy—
you'd have thought butter wouldn't melt in
his mouth—was the master mind. All these
were criminals with long records, who ought
to have been in jail.  They had influential
friends.

“We knew plenty to have hanged the lot,
but it's one thing to know and another to
prove, McCoy was an odd character. One of
his favorite disguises was that of a preacher
with.an all-round collar and Prince Albert
coat. I've seen ministers greet him in hotel
lobbies as a reverend brother, his make-up
was that good.

“Onee in MeCoy’s eareer he came within haii
of reformation. After his arraignment one
day for conspiracy to rob, following the bur-
glary of a residence on Fifth Avenue, the man
whose home had been looted visited MceCoy in
the Tombs and offered to befriend him if hs
would go straight. The man was a rich manu-
facturer. He employed Frank, who seemed
to be headed for a respectable career at a
rapid gait. 3

“One day McCoy walked into the office of
his benefactor and resigned. He said he
couldn’t travel a straight road; that some peo-
ple were born to be crooks, and he was one of

' them. MecCoy’s business relations were all

straight and his employer told Inspector
Byrnes he would go to any pains and expense
to save the man, but McCoy said he wanted
to travel.

“M¢Coy later told the chief privately that
he couldn’t stand being tagged all the time as

a crook. The spice of life for a man like him, "

he said, was in being able at least part of the
time to asseciate with men and women w%m
did not know him for a eriminal and there-

TOWN THAT WAS

Trails overgrown with the memories of thirty-eight years, a policéman’
e with the crooks, the gangsters, the confidence men an
, Bore confidence women who once walked them in the flesh

fore treated him like a human being. An-
other thing, he said, was that he had fallen
in love with a girl of social position whom he
could not marry, so he wanted to get away,
as quickly as he could. v

“Among the feminine stars of that erowd
was Minnie Palmer, who became later a con-
fidence operator in France and England, I
think she received a long term when Scotland
Yard landed her a few years ago. Minnie was
a writer for ‘Leslie’s Magazine’ when I first'
met her, Even after she had a record as
long as her own arm she used to break into
magazines occasicnally. She told me she wrote
for  recreation. Her stories were all about
criminals. Vice was always punished and
Virtue alwayz victorious, but they were like
some of our present day motion picture dramas
—they glorified the crosk whilt condemning
crime,

“There was one story Minnie wrote—I for-
get what magazine it was printed in—but the
title was ‘The Damnation of David.! [I've still
got a few instalments. The main character
was a forger, and Minnie wrote about him as
one who knew, which she certainly did. In
the story David, who was easily to be recog-
nized as Harry Clayton, noted bank thief and
forger, never forged a check to get money
for himself. No, sir. He always did it to
save some society girl from being compro-
mised or for some other exalted reason. The
Palmer girl certainly wrote entertainingly, but
she was a born bad lot.

“That reminds me of ‘Bill’ Brockway, an-
other of Minnie Palmer’s azsociates. He al-
ways asked for a Bible and a Congregational
hymnbook as soon as he landed in the Tombs.
That fellow could con you out of your only
overcoat. He was as smooth as a wet seal.
Another of that gang was Ellen Peck, who
had an international reputation, Harry Clay-
ton was Brockway's partner in fake Broad
Street brokerage offices. We cleaned that nest
out and sent the crooks away. They put over
some big jobs in thiz town, though, that were
never proved on them. The last I heard of
Brockway he was a stool pigeon for the Secret
Service Department in Washington, a job for
which he was surely qualified.

“Of course, in the old days there were jobs
to be dene that required tact. When full-fed
gentry of the social elite became overloaded
with pep and exceeded conventional bounds it
wasn't considered good form to rush a club-
room full of millionaires. The idea was to
“tip somebody off”” that this or that feature of
their program was attracting tos much atten-
tion. No arrests, no reports—just a nice,
quiet, amiable gentlemen's agreement. That
was the general method, but you know about
the “best laid plans ¢’ mice and men.” Some-
times they do.

“There was the Seely dinner. That was in
Mr. Roosevelt’s administration as Police Com-
missioner. I personally arrested ‘Little
Egypt! a professional dancer who was per-
forming before 300 clubmen and mgmbers of
the Four Hundred at Sherry's. I didn't like
the job. It was one of those assignments that
few police officers are ambitious to get because
there’s always a kickback, and one may get
caught in it. Sherry himself was not in New
York at the time. The arrangements were
afterward said to have been made without his
knowledge. Herbert Barnum Seely, who gave
the dinner, was a rich man. From all T un-
derstood, his motive was to gain sacial faver
by the hurrah route, going in for what Hamil-
ton Fish called ‘the heavy bizarre)! Anyway,
here’s what happened, and my rocollection of
the detail is freely clear.

“Lottie. Mortimer, theatrical performer,
with her stepfather, Sol Harris, burlesque
actor, told Captain Chapman, then known us
‘Czar of the Tenderlein, that Lottie had been
offered $1,000 to do a dance for a society
dinner party at Sherry’s and had rejected the
offer. Lottie said ‘Litle Egypt,’ then in the
height of her local fame as a dancer, had ac-
cepted. It was to be a nude dance, Lottie said.
Captain Chapman and I reached Sherry's
about the time things were warming up. Cham-
pagne had been flowing in floods. QOpe of the
most popular men of the younger smart sot
was playing the piano. Half the guests were
seated and thes other ha!f prancing about the
floor, glasses in hand, keeping time to the
music. In the center of things was ‘Little
Egypt.’

“Some of the guests tried to male Chapman
see that there would be more harm than good
in creating a scene. He was obdurate. I was
ordered to arrest ‘Little Egypt.” I stepped out
and tapped the lady on her bare shoulder.
She was right in the middle of the ‘Danse du
Ventre' or some such foreizn performance.
Thhat sort of thing was considered shocking
then.

“‘What is it?" she inquired, cool as you
please.

“‘Madam,” 1 said, ‘Captain Chapman is
afraid you may catch cold. He requests that
You put on wraps.'

“Egypt laughed and accompanied me from
the floor, She todk my arm, too. I felt like a
harem robber. The young woman was fined
in magistrate’s court, and the incident might
have ended there without publicity, but be=
cause there was so much criticism of his
courge Chapman went to Police Commissioner
Roosevelt and laid the matter before him. I
don't know what the Commissioner said to
Chapman, but anyway the latter wasn’t sat-
isfied. He told his story to Andrew Parker,
Who was always at odds with Roosevelt.
Parker told Chapman to take his case to the
Police Board and demand & trial. This he did
and it brought the deluge. Every detail of the
Seely dinner came out. The divarce mill was
busy for a long time afterward. It must
have made great pickipgs for the lawyers.

“In those days you were liable any minute
to bunip into men and women on the street
who were supposed to be doing time up the
river, and it was the business of a good po-
liceman to know who was who at Headquar
ters. Many New-York coppers were blind in
one eye, as you might put it, and some couldn't
see at all after dusk. I used to have 00
dsional attacks of mycpia myself”

gl



